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picious, David. You are almost worse than I am."
"Perhaps I have met more men of Spenser's
type.'^
"It is not Spenser I am thinking of. It is the
eleventh Marquis de Fallanges, whose wife, by the
by, was a Bourdon."
"Almost royalty," he murmured in an awed
tone. "You ought to have told me, Jane. I must go
and change these blue-linen slacks."
"Snob!" she laughed. "You won't change a thing
you have on. You can go and have a wash if you
want to. If you change even your coat or put on a
tie I shall appear in pyjamas."
"They are quite attractive," he assured her.
She picked up a volume she had been studying
with a page turned down.
"Read that," she said. "It is the French Debrett.
When you have finished with it tell Pooralli to put
out the cocktail things. I must go and interview
Monsieur Henri. He will be very excited. He loves
to cook for the Great World. Au revoh> my sweet!"
raw, cbtrie!"